The CmhdM Hifiork of 

To kifohcr burial] $ frould I gos to Church, 

And Ice rhe holy edifice of ftoney 

And not bethinkc me ftraighc of dangerous rocks. 

Which touching but my gentle Vcfkls fide. 

Would fcatter all her fpices on the fti earney 
F.nroabe the roaring water with my filk'es. 

And in a word, but even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought • 

To thinke on this, and frail I lacke the thought 
That fuch a thing bechanc’d would make me fad ? 

But tell not me, I know J&thonio ■ 

Is fad to thinke upon his merchandize. 

Anth. Belecve memo, I rhanke my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottometrufted, 

Nor to one-place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Vpon the fortuneofthis prefent yearc : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sal*. Why then you are in love. Anth. Fie, tie. 

Sal. Not in love neither : then let us fay you are fad 
Becaufe you are not merry ; and twerc as eafie 
For you to laugh and leape, and fay you arc merry 
Becaufe you arc not fad . Now by two-headed Ianns, 
Nature hath fram’d ft range fellowes in her time ; 

Some that will evermore pcepe through their eyes. 

And laugh like Parrats at a Pagpiper . 

, And other of fuch Yineger afpefr 
That they’l not Ihe w their teeth in way ot lmile. 
Though Nefior fweare the jeft be laughable. 

Enter Bafonio,Lore»fo, and tyr attano, 

SaU. Here comes Baffanio your moft noble kitifman, 
(Jrattano, and Loren fo. Fare ye well. 

We leave you now with better company . 

Salon. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry, 
if worthier friend's had not prevented me. 

Anth , Y our worth is very dearc in my regard „ 

I take it your ownebufineffe calls on you. 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

Solar. Good morrow my good Lords. 


‘IK* 


the ^Merchant of Venice. 

Good figniors both, when ("hall vve laugh ? fay, when ? 
You crow exceeding ftrange : muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Wcelc make our ley fares to attend on jours. 

ExcHntSalarinoyTtwdSalaKio. 

Lor. My Lord Bajfanio, fince you have found. Anth onto. 

We two will leave you, but atdinner rime 
I pray youhaveinmin'devvherevvemuft meete. 

Baf. I will not faileyou. 

Gra. You Jooke not well fignior lAnthonio, 

You have too much refped upon the world : 

They loofe it that doc buy it with much care, 

Beleeve me you are mervelloufly chang'd. 

tAnt. I hold the world but as the world, Grataino, 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Grat. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come. 

And let my liver rather heate with wine 
Then my heart cook with mortifying groanes. 

Why Ihould a man whofe blood is warmc within. 

Sit like his Grandfire, cut in Alablafter : 

Sleepe when he vvakes ? and creepe into thelaundics 
By being peevifh ? I tel I thee what tAnthonio, 

I love thee, and tis my love that fpeakes : 

There area fort of men whole vifages 
Doe creame and mantle likea ftanding Pond, 

And doe a wilfullftilnelfeentertaine, 

W ith purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Ofvvifdome, gravitie, profound eonceir. 

As who Ihould lay, J am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no doggebarke, 

O my t Anth onto I doe know of thele • 

That therefore onely are reputed wife 

For faying nothing ; when I am very fure • - 

If they Ihould fpeakc, would almoft dant thofe eares. 

Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles, 
lie tell thee more of this another time. 

But filh no: with this melancholy baite 

A3 For 




